Get  this,  folks: 

OLD  GOLDS  are  FULL-WEIGHT 


not  a cough  in  a carload 


When  you’re  in  a Hot  Spot 
—light  a cool  OLD  GOLD 


Finer  tobacco,  that’s  the  answer. 
Queen-leaf  tobacco  from  the  heart  of 
the  stalk.  The  choicest  and  coolest 
burning  of  all  Turkish  and  domestic. 


© P.Lorillard  Co..  Inc. 


TO  OUR  DEAR  FACULTY!  . . . . 


TWENTY  YEARS  A PROF. 
—AND  LOOK  AT  ME  NOW! 


2 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 

Vol.  XLVII  Decfiiiber,  1932  Xo.  4 


C.  X.  Crichton,  ’33 
Managing  Editor 

Jack  II.  Kaiifinan,  '33 
■\dvertising  Manager 


James  .1.  Roessle,  ’.33 
Editor-in-Chief 

Xorinan  .\lper,  ’34 
Art  Editor 

John  .Aufhammer,  ’33 
Secretary 


tieorge  .1.  Merritt.  ’33 
Business  .Manager 

Henry  .\.  Voss,  ’33 
Circulation  Manager 


ASSISTANT  EDITORS 

C.  Brooks  Peters  Kalph  K.  Snyder,  Jr. 


GALLANT  FOX  CLUB 


108  East  Sixtieth  Street,  New  York  City 
A GOOD  PLACE  TO  DINE 
Lunch,  $1.00  Dinner,  $1.50 

No  Cover  Charge  Open  12  noon  - 1 a.  m. 


.M.  H.  Baxter 
B.  D.  Beach 
E.  S.  Chickering 
R.  C.  Colhaugh,  Jr. 


EDITORIAL  AND  ART 

C.  .\.  Fuller,  Jr. 
S.  R.  Goodrich 
F.  C.  Hawk 
F.  R.  Lauer 


BOARDS 

.\1.  .M.  Reed 
tv.  H.  Simeoe 
1).  .\1.  Steinberg 


A.  T.  Bailey 
P.  J.  Flanigan 
.1.  R.  Fugard 


MANAGERIAL  BOARD 

G.  L.  Grier 
C.  Klatzkin 

Faculty  .tdvisor — G.  A.  Howland 


R.  X.  Lindabury 
W.  R.  Merriam 
P.  A.  Rorty 


Copyright,  1932,  by  The  Lehigh  Burr,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Exclusive  rights  granted  to  GiQeHhniOr  magazine. 

Issued  during  the  college  year  by  the  students  of  Lehigh  University  in  the  following 
months:  September.  October,  November,  December,  January,  February, 
March,  .April,  May  and  June. 

Subscription,  Two  and  a Quarter  Dollars. 

The  Lehigh  Burr  is  entered  at  the  Post  Office  at  Bethlehem.  Pa.,  as  second  class  matter. 


KOCH  BROTHERS 

Hamilton  Street  at  Seventh,  Allentown 

Young  Mens  Clothing 

— maintaining  style  standards  that  complete- 
ly satisfy  the  refined  tastes  of  the  well-bred 
University  Man. 

Hickey-Freeman  Kuppenheimer 

Adler-Rochester 

Dobbs  Hats  Manhattan  Shirts 


PRINTED  BY  THE  LEHIGH  PRINTING  COMPANY,  BETHLEHEM,  PENNA. 

CONTRIBUTORS: 

BEESON  REIOY 

MOWER  SEYBOLO 

KUHNS  STERN 

McNALLY  TETHER 

MOORE 


TO  OUR  DEAR  TEACHERS! 

The  Burr  is  setting  a precedent  this  issue,  by  ded- 
icating this  December  Number  to  our  faculty,  indi- 
vidually and  collectively.  With  the  spirit  of  Christ- 
mas and  good  cheer  well  upon  us,  the  objects  of 
our  humble  dedication  may  themselves  become  im- 
bued with  our  holiday  enthusiasm. 

Ah!  How  we  could  ramble  on  through  volumes, 
on  the  joy  of  giving  over  receiving,  but,  here  s hop- 
ing this  joy  so  overcomes  the  faculty  that  their  en- 
thusiasm to  give  passing  grades  will  only  be  exceed- 
ed by  our  joy  in  receiving  them. 

So,  the  undersigned,  respectfully  dedicate  this 
number  to  the  faculty,  giving  them  the  opportunity 
anytime  in  the  future  to  retaliate  with  a student  s 
number,  that  they  can  publish ! 

— The  Editors. 


Hotel  Bethlehem 
Barber  Shop 

100%  Sanitary 

Freshly  laundered  towels,  also  a freshly  sterilized  comb  and 
brush  used  upon  each  customer. 

OUR  PRICES  HAVE  BEEN  REDUCED 
TO  FIT  THE  TIMES 

— We  Solicite  the  Patronage  of  All  Students  — 


Safeguard  Your  Health 

Use 

MOWRER’S  MILK 

Phone  2687 
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LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four  - Year  Courses  in 
Arts  and  Science 
Business  Administration 
Chemistry 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 
Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 
Mining  Engineering 

For  Information  Address 
G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 
Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 


SWEET  VACATION 

I am  looking  forward  til  vaca- 
tion when  I’ll  have  nothing 
much  to  do. 

Except  read  a couple  English 
books  and  write  a term  report 
or  two. 

1 have  to  review  my  Physics  and 
do  the  problems  for  this  fall. 

And  then  a couple  of  days  in 
Math,  and  Met.  but  I think  that 
covers  all. 

Oh  sweet  vacation  1 dread  to  look 
upon  the  day  when  you  will 
end. 

For  I know  that  this  work  will  not 
be  done  that  1 now  so  well  in- 
tend. 

— R.C.C.  Jr. 


“I  can’t  bear  children,”  said  the 
Lehigh  English  prof. 

L.. 


p AMED 
^UTHORS, 
HEMISTS, 

P NIVERSALISTS, 
P ECTURERS, 

'P  HEURGISTS. 

Y eah? 

p ARMERS, 

Adolescents, 

^ ANNIBALS, 

P SURERS, 

P IBERTINES, 

P YRANTS. 

Y EAH! 


American — Do  you  think  we 
will  have  beer  before  Xmas. 

Englishman — Well  I say,  Xmas 
will  soon  be’ere. 


Student  — “Doc,  I’ve  swal- 
lowed my  watch.  What  can  you 
do  for  me?  ” 

Doc  Bull — “I’ll  have  to  give 
you  something  to  pass  the  time 
away.  ” 


Our  Advertisers 


Allen  Laundry 

Allerton  Club  Residences 

Arbrogast  and  Bastian  Co. 

Bethlehem  Electric  Construction 
and  Supply  Co. 

Bethlehem  Globe-Times 
Chesterfields 
Club  Caprice 
Cluett  Peabody 
Gallant  Fox  Club 
Hart  Cleaner 
Hotel  Bethlehem 
Koch  Brothers 
Lehigh  University 
Marble  Top 
Morris  (Himself) 

Mowrer’s  Dairy 
Old  Gold 

Orpheum  Dance  Palace 
Peanut  Vendor 
Sanders- Reinhardt 
Shelton  Hotel 
Superior  Coal  Co. 

Ueata  Lunch 
Wilbur  Trust  Company 
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A HEAVEN-SENT  CHRISTMAS  GIFT!  Here  is 

a machine  the  whole  family  will  use!  Dad’s  “home- 
work” doesn’t  take  half  the  time.  Mother’s  day  to 
day  writing  is  done  in  a jiffy.  And  what  fun  for  the 
children  typing  out  their  letters  . . . when  there’s 
a “portable”  in  the  house. 


For  the  lowest  price  ever  placed  on  a practical  type- 
writer, we  offer  the  sturdy  $19.75  Remie  Scour. 
Another  popular 
compact  model  at 
$34.75  is  complete 
with  carrying  case 
and  special  gothic 
type  which  writes 
both  small  and  cap- 
ital letters.  Come 
in  and  try  them  for 
yourself. 


Both  Remie  Scouts  are 
tnade  in  the  same  fac- 
tory, by  the  same  work- 
men and  with  the  same 
care  as  Remington 
office  models. 


Complete  with  carrying  case 

Writes  both  small  $2^75 
and  capital  letters 


STUDENT  REPRESENTATIVE 

C.  J.  MERRITT 

Phone  1953 


DIARY  OF  A KLEPTOMANIAC 

Sept.  23 — Made  off  with  three  beer  mugs  today. 
Not  such  a bad  start  for  another  year.  Am  com- 
ing here  soon  again,  and  will  try  to  get  two  or 
three  dozen  for  the  bar  I’m  going  to  start. 

Sept.  2 7 — Got  seven  beer  trays  tonight.  I could 
have  done  much  better  though — they’ve  all  been 
used. 

Oct.  3 — Got  some  ash  trays  for  my  bar  today.  Most 
of  them  are  new,  but  some  are  cracked.  Not  so 
good. 

Oct.  6 — Had  a good  night  last  night.  Went  to  the 
longest  bar  in  the  Valley — said  to  be  98  feet  long. 
They’ll  think  that  it  shrunk — it’s  only  85  feet  long 
this  morning.  About  25  feet  more  and  I’ll  have  a 
nice  one. 

Oct.  1 0 — Tried  to  get  some  beer  scrapers  today,  but 
was  caught  by  Vilhelm.  Said  my  finger  was  brok- 
en and  needed  a splint.  He  expressed  sympathy 
but  wouldn’t  let  me  keep  them.  Expect  to  get 
even  with  him  soon. 

Oct.  1 5 — Got  the  scrapers  last  night.  Disguised 
myself  as  glass  of  beer.  Went  up  to  bar  and  asked 
to  be  scraped.  Had  them  all  fooled  till  some 
drunk  tried  to  drink  me.  Did  1 get  out  of  there  in 
a hurry? 

Oct.  25 — Seems  that  I lost  my  hat  last  night,  but 
when  I awoke  this  morning  found  three  dozen 
hats  in  my  room.  Not  a bad  exchange.  I’m  con- 
sidering the  hat  business  now — it  might  be  profit- 
able. 

Nov.  3 — Roommate  had  nice  date  here  yesterday. 
Came  to  me  last  night  and  said  he  couldn’t  find 
her.  Imagine  my  amazement  when  I awoke  this 
morning  and  found  that  she  was  with  me.  Will 
he  be  mad? 

Nov.  I 8 — Tomorrow’s  the  big  game.  Am  going  to 
try  to  get  the  field  so  they  can’t  play. 

Nov.  20 — Wasn’t  in  any  condition  to  get  the  field, 
but  managed  to  get  the  line  markers — they  had 
a hell  of  a time  trying  to  play.  What  fun! 

Nov.  29 — Got  the  Mayor’s  car  last  night.  It’s  a 
peach,  but  I hear  that  they’re  on  my  trail. 

Dec.  8 — Leavenworth  is  such  a nice  place,  but  every 
damn  thing  is  fastened. 

F.B.M.,  Jr. 


Maybe  the  Athletic  Deptnartmet  cam  make  a little 
money  from  now  on.  This  is  the  last  year  that  the 
football  team  will  be  ROBBed. 
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MEETING  WILL  COME  TO  ORDER 

After  several  attempts  at  mob  rule  Editor  Mus- 
sernagle  of  the  Guttersby  University  “Rotgut,  ’ 
supposedly  a humor  magazine,  gains  the  floor  by 
standing  on  it  and  announces  in  a self-conscious 
voice — “Meeting  is  now  open.  ” 

Do  tell.  More  mob  rule.  Then  suddenly  a roll 
call  is  called.  Everyone  absent  stays  absent  and  no- 
body’s the  wiser.  Nobody  answers  to  the  roll  call 
anyway  and  the  mob  rule  subsides  into  a ‘‘Red  ’ riot. 
However,  one  of  the  worthy  jokesters  spies  a few 
copies  of  “Rotgut’s  ” last  issue.  Riot  decreases  to 
pleased  content  as  they  all  read  their  own  jokes. 
Affected  voice  from  head  of  table — “The  next  is- 
sue ought  to  be  a faculty  issue.  ” 

No  answer. 

‘‘A  faculty  issue  should  be  printed.  ” 

Somebody  laughs  at  their  own  plagarism. 

“Everybody  will  ride  the  Professors.” 

The  silence  is  golden. 

‘Well,  anyway,  all  in  favor  of  a faculty  number 
say  aye.  ” 

Two  snickers. 

“All  opposed  say  No.  ’ 

One  snicker  and  an  oyster. 


“Motion  carried.  ” Business  editor  reminds  him 
that  there  never  was  any  motion. 

“Oh — well,  we  ll  have  a faculty  number  anyhow.  ” 
Managing  editor  states  that  if  we  took  Vanity 
Fair,  The  New  Yorker,  and  Ballyhoo  and  slung 
them  together  under  the  name  “Rotgut  ” we’d  have 
a swell  magazine. 

“Agreed — All  in  favor  say  aye.  Motion  carried.” 
Business  editor  reminds  him  that  again  there  was 
no  motion.  Glare  from  Editor  Mussernagle — “For- 
get it.”  Editor  raps  importantly  for  order — makes 
a wise  crack  which  nobody  hears  or  understands. 

Business  editor  moves  adjournment.  Editor  Mus- 
sernagle has  lots  more  puttering  to  do  but  doesn’t 
know  how  to  get  around  motion  for  adjournment. 
Therefore  meeting  adjourns.  Mob  rule. 

Somebody  politely  asks  what  subject  the  next  is- 
sue is  going  to  take  up.  Six  Shots — Cannons  Roar. 

— F.C.H.,  Jr. 


First  Psi  U:  Who  was  dat  lady  I saw  you  wit  last 
nite? 

Second  ditto:  That  was  no  lady,  funster,  I am  a 
Psi  U. 


Pay  for  1 Room  . . . 
Live  in  9! 

Different individual  thoroughly  of  New  York  utterly  unlike  any  other  mode 

of  living,  the  Allerton  Houses  offer  the  ideal  combination  of  home  and  club  life. 

Here  are  the  fellowship  and  facilities  of  the  finest  club rest  and  reading  rooms, 

gymnasia,  game  rooms,  solaria,  dances  and  at  rates  adjusted  to  present  day,  com- 
mon sense  standards.  You  share  all  these  privileges — pay  only  for  your  room! 

The  locations  were  selected  with  extreme  care  for  convenience,  accessibility  and  de- 
sirability. You  live  in  the  restricted  East  Side  district,  where  you  can  stroll  in  comfort 
to  midtown  business  and  social  activities. 

If  you  desire  to  maintain  a high  standard  of  living,  without  maintaining  high  expenses, 
find  out  today  what  the  Allertons  have  for  you. 

Inspect  the  Allertons.  Note  their  advantages.  Discover  for  yourself  the  economy 
and  desirability  of  Allerton  living. 

Rates  $10  to  $22  Weekly 


FOR  MEN  and  WOMEN 

38th  ST.  & M.\DIS0N  AVE. 

Fraternity  Clubs  Building  CAledonia  5-3700 

Luncheon,  6.5c  and  75c;  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 
Also  Ala  Carte 


143  East  39th  STREET 

East  of  Lexington  Ave.  AShland  4-0460 


FOR  MEN 

.302  WEST  22nd  STREET 
Chelsea  .3-6454 


FOR  WOMEN 

1.30  EAST  57th  STREET 

.Vt  Lexington  Ave.  I’Laza  3-8841 

Rates  — $12  to  $22 
Luncheon.  .50c:  Dinner,  75c  and  $1.00 


ALLERTON 


CLUB  RESIDENCES 

IN  NEW  YORK 
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at  49*^  3nd  Lexington  NEW  YORK 


W ith  Discrimination 

A two-room  suite  may  be  secured  at 
the  Shelton  for  as  little  as  $135.00 
per  month,  or  a single  room  for 
$50.00  per  month  or  $2.50  per  day 
upward.  A fine  restaurant  is  located 
on  the  street  floor.  Shelton  guests  are 
selected  with  discrimination. 


Special  Offer 

Combination  Dinner  and  Swim  $1.50 — 
available  to  both  women  and  men 
(suits  free). 


Club  features  (free  to  guests):  Swimming  pool;  gymna- 
sium; game  rooms  for  bridge  and  backgammon;  roof 
garden  and  solarium;  library  and  louge  rooms. 

Also  bowling;  squash  courts  and  cafeteria. 

REASONABLE  PRICES 


“Too  many  cuts  have  you  taken, 

With  school  I fear  you  are  thru. 

Please  don’t  be  so  sad  as  that. 

You’ll  have  me  crying  too.  Heh!  Heh!  Heh!  ’ 


PAGE  EDITOR  REED: 

Campus  polls  were  recently  taken  at  several  col- 
leges and  universities  regarding  what  the  students 
wanted  most  for  Christmas.  At  the  schools  listed  be- 
low, the  items  receiving  the  most  votes  were  as  fol- 
lows:— 

Rutgers:  a new  hotcha  horn  for  the  hack 

Moravian  (for  women)  : a man 

Haverford:  a new  copy  of  Webster’s  dictionary 

Princeton : a new  pair  of  dirty  white  shoes 

Pennsylvania:  a trip  to  the  Maennerchor 

Vassar:  a baby 

Yale:  a new  Rosenburg 

Lehigh:  a larger  capacity  for  beer 

Lafayette:  a better  football  coach  at  Wyoming 

Cedar  Crest:  an  invitation  to  houseparty 

Swarthmore:  a new  yo-yo. 


INDUSTRIAL  ENGINEERING  IS  THE  NEAR- 
EST ONE  CAN  COME  TO  BUSINESS,  AND  STILL 
PRESERVE  ONE’S  INTEGRITY. 


I 


i 

1 
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I Our  Faculty 

I Results  of  an  Attempt  to  Gather  and  Record 

j Some  of  the  Sagacious  Wisdom  and  Golden  Words 

[ of  Some  of  Our  Dear  Teachers  and  Disciplinarians. 

I “My  Son,”  Sez  Maxy, 

(Who’s  in  the  know), 

Tis  Cause  and  Effect 
As  makes  this  world  go 
You  better  be  good 
j Or  WE  LL  run  your  show 

j And  the  wetter  the  brawl 

The  longer  the  Pro’. 

I “Heh!  Heh!,  ” sez  G.  B. 

* You’ve  cut  too  much! 

I’ve  warned  you  before. 

You’ll  get  in  Dutch. 

You’ll  be  out  of  this  place 
Before  you  know  it; 

I’d  be  sorry  for  you! 

(But  he  didn’t  show  it). 


I “Naow,  IN  THE  MAIN,  sez  Doc  Carothers 

I 


All  of  us  are  really  brothers 
But  if  you  aren’t  Democratic 
You  must  be  crazy  or  fanatic 
I know  my  stuff  in  bonds  and  stocks. 
This  country’s  going  on  the  rocks. 
But  if  they  make  ME  president 
They’ll  never  lose  a single  cent! 


Sez  Diefenderfer, 

“I’m  rough  and  tough 
In  Quantitative 
I know  my  stuff 
If  you  are  wise 
You’ll  never  bluff.  ” 

(We’ll  grant  he  knows  his  Chemistry, 
But  he  sure  forgets  his  modesty). 


Then  in  old  Packer’s  shadows  deep. 
Where  most  of  us  are  lulled  to  sleep 
1 found  an  office,  gloomy,  dim. 

Where  sat  a teacher,  tall  and  thin. 

Deep  in  philosophic  muse. 

His  name,  I learned,  was  Percy  Hughes. 
My  Model  Prof,  and  here’s  the  test 
I’ve  clean  forgotten  all  the  rest. 
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OUR  PRIMER 

A is  for  Andy,  his  whole  name’s  too  long. 

B is  for  Beardslee  who  leads  us  in  song. 

C for  Carothers,  sometimes  he  talks. 

D leads  Deptula,  Simon,  he  walks. 

E gives  us  Eckfeldt,  a skipper  aboard. 

F covers  Fletcher,  competent  dramatics  lord. 

G stands  for  Green,  the  old  Army  Game. 

H is  for  Hughes,  but  Percy’s  the  name. 

K here’s  to  Kegel,  we  hope  he  is  well. 

L,  well  there’s  Long,  a big  little  man. 

M makes  me  smile,  McConn  is  the  lad. 

There’s  only  one  N,  and  Neville’s  not  bad. 
o is  for  Okeson,  he  handles  the  dough. 

P is  for  Physics,  or  Petersen’s  glow  (X-ray). 

Q stands  for,  Oh  well,  I can’t  find  a name. 

R gives  us  Riley,  an  “engineer  ” is  his  claim. 

S — let’s  not  forget  Stocker,  was  Dutchy  the  name? 
U is  for  Ullmann,  the  best  Ch.  E. 

V for  Van  Arnam,  a star  gazer  he. 

W leads  Wilson,  the  title,  C.  E. 

As  for  X,  Y,  and  Z,  well  just  let  them  be. 


A FEW  MORE  WANDERINGS 
OF  THAT  DISEASED  BUT 
OBSERVANT 
OLD  LEHIGH  MIND 

Jimmie  Walker 
Graft  and  sin. 

Jack  Petrikin 
No  chorus  girls 
But  maybe  gin. 

¥ * 

Dean  Curtis 
Wouldn’t  hurt  us? 

¥ * 

To  study 
Psychology 
You  don’t  need 
Trigonology. 

¥ ¥ 

Sometimes 

The  summer  session 

Is  nothing  less 

Than  a God  Sent  Blessin’. 

Percy  Hughes 
Has 

Peculiar  views. 


PHONETICS 

Two  old  ladies  were  interrupted  by  the  ring  of 
the  door  bell  during  their  mid-day  meal.  The  more 
agile  of  the  two  ran  to  answer  it.  Upon  opening  the 
portals,  she  was  confronted  by  a small  boy  about 
four  years  old. 

”What  is  your  pleasure  young  man,”  she  asked. 

“Would  you  like  to  buy  a tute  little  titten?  ” asked 
the  little  one. 

”I  am  sorry  but  1 can’t  understand  you,  ” replied 
the  old  maid. 

The  small  child  repeated  his  question  of  before 
and  it  was  again  denied  recognition. 

’Well,  would  you  like  to  buy  a goldarn  cat?  ” 
said  the  child  in  summation. 

— H.A.M. 


/ 


NOT  GUILTY 

Gripes  Judge  I’m  sorry  I done  it  but  I couldn’t 
help  it  yer  honor  1 was  crazy  at  the  time,  yuh  know, 
nuts.  Yuh  see  yer  honor  all  me  life  1 been  bearin’ 
these  lousy  puns  like  “Gnu  shoes,”  “Gnu  in  my 
arms  ’ and  stuff  like  dat.  Den  dis  guy  comes  along, 
he  wasn’t  bad  looking  neither,  tho  1 think  he  was  a 
Chi  Psi  and  he  springs  dis  one  about  “Have  you 
heard  about  the  Gnu  fraternity.  ” Taken  unawares 
for  de  moment  1 sez,  “No.”  Den  he  sey,  “Yes,  down 
in  the  Bronx  Zoo  they  have  a Gnu  fraternity.  ” 
Cripes  Judge  1 tells  yuh  I couldin  help  it — 

— H.R. 
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You  know,  Adam  and  Eve 
must  have  had  a sweet-tooth. 

H ow’s  that? 

Well,  they  raised  Cain. 


A STORY 

Oh,  John,  don’t  park  here 
Oh,  John,  don’t  park 
Oh,  John,  don’t 
Oh,  John 
Oh, 

m 

Did  you  say  that  you  had  a 
raise  in  salary? 

No — I said  that  I had  my  salary 
razed ! 

mm 

A PARADOX 

“Live  and  learn,”  the  prophets  say; 

Still  you  grow  older  every  day. 

mm. 

OUR  BUSINESS  PRIMER 
OR,  WHY  ENGINEERS  CHANGE 

Carothers — master  economist,  famed  football  pro- 
phet (2  out  of  13),  talks  volumes 
Diamond — stalking  analyser  of  labor  problems, 
well-known  “digresser,”  wears  only  bow  ties. 
Bradford — world  champion  sleep-inducer,  writes 
volumes 

Bishop — investment  wizard,  or  why  I should’ve  in- 
vested 

Cowin — fearful  demon.  Accounting!  Must  we  say 
more? 

Bratt — statistician  extraordinary,  too  involved  in  the 
business  cycle,  also  called  “Elmer  ” 

Payne — shock-absorber  for  all  the  Sophomore’s 
economic  theories;  value,  diminishing  utilities, 
fiat,  wealth, — where  am  I? 

Borth — latest  addition  to  the  family,  another  key- 
wearer  (whatever  that  means?) 

Allen — public  utility-conscious,  another  Chewy 
driver 

The  janitor — not  a Ph.  D.,  doesn  t like  cigarettes  on 
the  floor,  wears  swanky  outfits 

Then,  wouldn’t  it  be  just  you’re  luck  to  be  in  Arts, 
and  change  to  Engineering  (because  Arts  is  too 
tough),  and  miss  meeting  all  our  lovely  family? 


WE  CAN’T  GO  IN  THERE— THAT’S  WHERE 
THE  MATH  PROFS  GO! 


A young  city  girl  was  holidaying  in  the  country 
and  became  rather  friendly  with  a young  farmer. 
One  evening  as  they  were  strolling  across  a meadow 
they  saw  a cow  and  a calf  rubbing  noses  in  the  ac- 
cepted bovine  fashion. 

“Ah,  ” said  the  young  farmer,  “that  sight  makes 
me  want  to  do  the  same.  ” 

“Well,  go  ahead,”  said  the  girl,  “it’s  your  cow.” 


Punster — “Well  I see  the  women  have  finally 
given  in.” 

Victim — “Howzat?  ” 

Punster — “I  just  saw  a sign  down  the  street  that 

said:  ‘LADIES  READY  TO  WEAR  CLOTHES’!” 
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THIS  DEPRESSION 

One  of  the  army  of  ex-professors  having  no  mon- 
ey and  a family  to  support,  was  forced  to  drastic 
measures  in  order  to  gain  employment.  As  a last 
resort  he  tried  the  Zoo.  The  head  keeper  was  taken 
by  his  plight  and  promised  to  do  his  best  to  help 
him  out.  After  looking  into  all  of  the  possible  jobs 
the  keeper  was  unable  to  find  a vacancy  at  the 
present  but  told  him  to  report  on  the  following  day. 

The  next  morning  when  the  man  arrived  the 
keeper  informed  him  that  he  had  a job  of  a pecu- 
liar sort  for  him  but  it  was  his  for  the  asking.  It 
seemed  that  during  the  night  the  gorilla,  who  was 
the  joy  of  all  the  children,  had  passed  on.  Rather 
than  disappoint  the  young  ones  he  was  going  to 
ask  someone  to  get  into  the  skin  of  the  monkey  and 
play  his  part  until  something  could  be  done. 

Due  to  his  desperate  plight  the  professor  was 
forced  to  accept  the  proposition.  Having  been  a 
great  football  player  at  Lehigh,  he  was  soon  able  to 
outdo  the  antics  of  a real  monkey,  and  became  a 
greater  favorite  with  the  children  than  his  prede- 
cessor. 

Being  human,  he  soon  began  to  take  great  pride 
in  himself  and  to  show  off  to  the  fullest  in  front  of 
his  youthful  audience. 

One  day,  while  aping  the  antics  of  a gorilla  in 
full  flight,  he  flew  out  of  his  cage  and  landed  in  that 
of  the  lion. 

Frightened  by  his  predicament,  he  wondered 
what  was  the  best  thing  to  do.  Should  he  reveal  the 
hoax  by  shouting  for  help  or  should  he  play  the 
•part  of  a martyr  and  remain  silent.  The  grotesque 
nightmare  of  a haunting  fear  overcame  him  as  the 
lion  crouched  to  spring.  Terror  filled  the  more  re- 
mote chambers  of  his  brain  with  riot.  He  attempted 
to  shout  for  help  but  the  cry  degenerated  into  com- 
parative feebleness. 

Giving  an  ear  to  a little  neighborly  gossip,  the  lion 
spake  up,  “Shut  up,  you  fool!  You’re  not  the  only 
unemployed  professor!” 

— H.A.M. 


One  of  our  most  worthy  professors  was  asked  the 
other  day  if  he  would  be  satisfied  with  3 per  cent 
beer. 

“Yes,  if  the  other  97  per  cent  is  alcohol.” 


THE  BURR  MACARIZES  and  REVIEWS  THE 

NEW  and  GREATER  REVIEW 

amateurish 

* peurile 

entirely  devoid  of  substance 

interesting  in 

the  way  that  the  efforts  of  an  old,  barren  spinstress 
to  arouse  excitement  are  interesting 

arrant 

bovine  in  its  profundity 


it  narcoti- 
zes in  its  very  naiveness 

ink  tries  desperately  to 

lend  color 

bienseance  becomes  onerous  with  its 

senilety 

its  outlook  on  Life  is  like  that  of  a eunuch 
towards  love 

Say  Ed.  you  asked  me  to  fill  space.  Well,  I’ve  had 
to  use  the  blanks  because  1 really  couldn’t  find  any 
more  words  to  use  — you  know  how  difficult  it  is 
to  describe  the  contents  of  a vacuous  concoction. 
You  see  the  point,  don’t  you? 
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Advice  to  the  Perplexed  Col 

as  conducted  by  Professor  Martin  Reed  Pfft 
Dear  Mr.  Pfft: 

My  wife  is  a fine  type  of  woman  and,  peculiarly 
enough,  she  understands  me;  but,  she  keeps  on  get- 
ting the  mumps,  chicken  pox,  measles  one  after 
another  and  at  regular  intervals.  She’s  had  German, 
French,  Irish,  and  every  other  nationality  of  measles. 
Still,  she  continues  to  contract  new  types  about  every 
six  months.  What  can  I do  about  it? 

Contagiously  yours, 

Horatio  B.  Limph. 

Dear  Mr.  Limph: 

Shoot  your  wife  or  burn  your  house.  The  trouble 
seems  to  be  centered  around  these  two.  If  you  shoot 
her,  your  troubles  will  end  (or  begin)  immediately. 
If  you  burn  the  house  to  rid  her  of  the  germs  and  she 
still  persists  in  being  mumpish,  etc.,  hire  a hall. 
You’ve  got  something  unusual  in  that  wife  of  yours. 
At  any  rate,  don’t  be  down  in  the  mumps  about  it. 
Yours  for  chicken  pox  that  cackle. 

Dear  Professor: 

My  son  is  a student  at  Lehigh  university.  I have 
never  received  any  official  complaints  about  him 
until  yesterday  when  a letter  arrived  advising  me 
that  Junior  has  taken  nine  cuts,  that  this  number  is 
far  above  the  average,  and  that  my  son  is  in  grave 
danger  of  being  put  on  probation,  whatever  that  is. 
Will  you  lend  me  your  wise  counsel  about  this  mat- 
ter? 

Anxiously  yours, 

Mrs.  Letty  B.  Good. 

Dear  Madam: 

Nine  cuts!  Your  son  is  probably  living  under  an 
alias  in  Passaic  and  hasn’t  even  been  at  college  all 
year.  Put  a couple  of  bloodhoimds  on  his  trail  and 
when  you’ve  found  the  wastrel,  spank  him  and  send 
him  back  to  Lehigh  where  the  good  men  of  the  fac- 
ulty can  check  up  on  him.  Nine  cuts!  Tsk,  tsk. 
Indignantly  yours. 

Dear  Pfft: 

I’m  in  a stew.  I am  a jealous  husband.  Recently,  1 
was  a bit  unreasonable  in  a fit  of  anger.  Now  my 
wife  seems  distant  and  cold.  Is  there  any  remedy 
for  this  condition? 

Yours  repentently, 

— Oscar  Z.  Yilp. 


umn  . . . 

Mr.  Yilp: 

If  your  wife  is  cold,  then  it  must  be  the  iceman. 
Hire  a pretty  maid  to  concentrate  on  the  iceman,  ex- 
clusively. Your  wife  ought  to  warm  up  a bit  when 
she  realizes  that  she  has  been  frozen  out  by  the  maid. 
If  this  formula  fails,  divorce  your  wife  and  marry 
the  maid.  What  the  Hades  is  the  difference?  Every 
man  must  have  his  maid.  Hoping  that  this  advice  is 
of  use  to  you,  I am 

Very  sincerely  yours. 

Dear  Professor  Pfft: 

I like  to  go  places  and  look  under  tables  but  my 
boy  friend  is  quiet,  serious,  religious,  and  easily 
shocked.  He  doesn’t  smoke,  chew,  drink,  cuss,  or  tell 
smutty  stories.  He  wants  to  sit  at  home  and  discuss 
current  events  when  I’m  just  dying  to  be  up  and 
out.  How  can  I change  him? 

Hopefully, 

Miss  I.  M.  Bored. 


Dear  Miss  Bored: 

Don’t  try  to  change  your  boyfriend.  Put  him  in 
Smithsonian;  he’s  quaint. 

Yours  for  science  and  research. 

Professor  Martin  Reed  Pfft. 


WHAT  THE  HELL’S  THAT? 
—YAH,  WHAT  THE  HELL  IS  IT? 
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We  hope  some  day  to  write  a 
shirt— shirt  story  about  the  Man- 
hattan Co. 


“Ha.  Jack  Dalton,  at  last  1 
have  caught  you.  And  what  did 
you  do  with  those  papers?” 

“What  papers?” 

“Those  cigarette  papers.” 

“They’re  in  the  blacksmith 
shop.” 

“What.  Being  forged?  ” 

“No.  Being  filed.  ” 

m 

Ashes  to  ashes 
Dust  to  dust 

If  you  don’t  like  my  figure, 

Get  yoiu  hand  off  my — 
shoulder. 

Campus  Notes 

The  depression  has  occasioned  our  Chapel  be- 
coming a dorm.  There,  each  Monday  nite,  so  rumor 
hath  it,  many  of  our  very  upperclassmen  enjoy  three 
hours  of  sleep,  made  fanciful  by  the  sonorous  voice 
of  a noted  organist  The  D.  U.’s,  holders  of  the 
endurance  Epitome  editorship  record,  found  them- 
selves without  an  eligible  men  for  next  year’s  poten- 
tateship.  Never  foiled  by  such  trivialities,  they 
pledged  one  of  the  junior  editors  of  our  year  book, 
who  backed  by  their  senior  power  on  the  board, 
looks  good  for  the  job.  Congratulations  D.  U’s. 
There  are  others  who  can  Reed  on  the  campus,  but 
there  is  but  one  in  this  political  Tempest  who  re- 
fuses the  distinction  you  offer.  Some  things  can  not 
be  bought  The  Psi  U.’s  are  still  doing  the  usual 
thing:  nothing  These  chain-gang  movies  recall 
to  mind  the  Sigma  Nu  initiation  frolic  We  hear 
that  our  greatest  Boss  Tweed  has  gone  alumni  on 
us.  Give  us  a break,  cowboy,  give  us  a break.  Proof 
that  the  wages  of  sin  is  success  The  Chi  Psi’s  are 
no  longer  able  to  keep  their  brothers  in  the  lawdge. 
The  Theta  Delts  have  alienated  one,  the  Phi  Delts 
the  other.  Oh  well,  you  can  hammer  coons  on  the 
head  but  you  can’t  hurt  them 

The  Delta  Phi  sophs 
Who  are  not  sots 
Must  be  quite  hot 
To  charm  a Dot 


An  actor  in  the  latest  Mustard  and  Cheese  produc- 
tion, who  achieved  some  fame  as  a female 
impersonator  in  the  immediately  previous 
“spice  and  odorous  ” production,  has  an  un- 
fortunate proclivity  for  hotel  rooms.  Oh  well,  these 
designing  engineers  Never  before  have  we  seen 
such  vain,  arrogant,  conceited  seniors.  Suppose 
there  are  kacks  (is  that  an  “a”  or  an  “e”)  in  all 
schools  The  Sigma  Chis  have  enough  conspira- 
tors and  political  schemers  in  their  distant  fortress  to 
assure  the  success,  or  deaths,  of  an  anarchist  group 
A footballer  who  hoped  to  get  the  Sigma  Nus 
out  of  politics  There  are  a few  honorable  Phi 
Gams — they  got  married.  Perhaps  its  the  French 
environment At  a recent  drill  a lady  ( ? ) , ob- 

serving a captain  leading  his  company,  in  which  were 
several  of  his  fellow  Chi  Phis,  was  heard  to  exclaim: 
“Isn’t  he  beautiful?”  Yes,  my  dear  he  is,  and  so 
sweet  too.  You  say  you  live  in  Newport  in  the  sum- 
mer? Oh,  in  the  winter.  No,  sorry,  he  would  not  be 
interested. 


“YEAH,  I GOT  ACADEMIC  STANDING,  I’M 
GONNA  BE  DE  NEW  AT’LETIC  DIRECTOR!” 
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IT  IS  PRETTY  SAD 

After  we  had  phoned  him,  Mr.  Lutz  appeared  at 
the  front  door  in  due  time  and  very  solemnly  told 
us  that  he  was  the  man  to  fix  the  furniture.  Mr. 
Lutz  was  regulation — short  or  tall — old  brown 
shoes — grayish  pants — a red  button  sweater — a dus- 
ty hat — medium  hair — no  mustache — and  those  sad, 
sad  eyes.  As  I led  him  about  pointing  out  broken 
chair  arms,  weak  legs,  missing  castors — and  per- 
haps he  could  patch  up  that  crack  in  the  cement 
floor  of  the  cellar?  Yes? — he  expressed  his  grati- 
tude at  having  been  given  this  bit  of  work. 

Mr.  Lutz’s  trouble  was  financial.  In  his  youth  Mr. 
Lutz  had  been  one  of  seventeen  children  and  the 
father,  a hard  worker  like  Mr.  Lutz,  had  fed  and 
clothed  them  all — and  kept  them  warm  in  winter 
too.  And  now,  with  only  his  wife  and  two  children, 
Mr.  Lutz  was  having  trouble.  But  of  course  there 
were  those  others  to  be  helped — his  own  and  his 
wife’s  brothers  and  sisters.  To  insure  a warmth  of 
feeling  between  Mr.  Lutz  and  myself — his  eyes  were 
so  very  sad — I must  hear  about  all  these  inlaws  and 
outlaws. 

At  present  Mr.  Lutz’s  concern  was  with  his  bro- 
ther-in-law, Charlie.  Now  Charlie  used  to  be  a real 
good  bricklayer  and  a good  provider  too,  but  that 
was  before  he  fell  on  his  head  from  a scaffold. 
Charlie  fooled  them  all  for  a while.  They  didn’t  sus- 
pect a thing.  But  finally  they  noticed  that  he  was 
becoming  queer  and  in  the  end  he  was  put  in  the 
asylum.  After  a while  he  seemed  to  be  right  enough 
and  came  home.  But  he  was  worse  than  ever  now 
and  Mr.  Lutz  guessed  he’d  have  to  go  back.  And 
then  there’d  be  Charlie’s  seven  children  to  care  for. 
He  had  three  before  the  fall  and  four  after.  This 
was  too  much  for  me  and  I expressed  horror  at  the 
thought  of  an  insane  man  fathering  four  children. 
Mr.  Lutz,  his  sad  eyes  still  sadder,  looked  up  and 
decided  that  it  was  pretty  awful  when  you  really  sat 
down  and  thought  about  it,  wasn’t  it. 

— R.R.S.,  Jr. 


Did  you  say  that  he  is  a hell- 
raiser  ? 

No, — I said  that  he’s  a South- 
ern cane-raiser! 


You  say  he  studies  every  eve- 
ning? 

No — every  Eve. 

nm 

QUICK!  THE  DISCIPLINE  COMMITTEE 

It  was  one  of  those  cool,  moonlit  December  eve- 
nings that  so  often  inspires  young  men  to  sally  forth 
into  the  invigorating  air  in  search  of  romance  and  ad- 
venture. It  was  on  one  of  those  entrancing  nights 
that  our  hero.  Ally  Katz,  ventured  forth  in  search 
of  something  new  and  different.  He  had  just  com- 
pleted a most  picturesque  story  in  the  Review  of  Re- 
views (edited  and  compiled  with  orange  awnings  as 
its  inspiration).  Could  any  man  need  greater  enthu- 
siasm? He  walked  down  the  main  street  deftly 
glancing  at  all  the  specimens  of  feminine  pistilla- 
tion.  None  could  meet  with  his  recently  created  de- 
sires. He  walked  on  and  on,  searching,  seeking  in 
vain.  Finally  his  earnest  quest  was  rewarded  for 
there  she  stood  in  all  her  dainty  beauty  cuddled 
closely  to  a friendly  lamppost  as  if  seeking,  in  vain, 
for  warmth.  She  was  a gorgeous  creature,  very  in- 
telligent looking  plus  her  splendid  shape  which  was 
so  exhubrantly  set  off  by  the  most  luxurious  coat  of 
fur  he  had  ever  seen  in  this  locality.  He  looked  at 
her.  Her  eyes  met  his.  Pleading,  crying,  beautiful, 
mysterious  eyes.  It  was  easy  after  that.  The  pick-up 
had  been  successful;  but  now  what  to  do  with  this 
exotic  creature.  Did  she  care  for  a drink?  What 
was  Ally  to  do?  Did  he  dare  take  her  back  to  the 
fraternity  house?  Wasn’t  that  against  the  rules? 
What  would  the  fellows  say?  All  these  flaming  ques- 
tions blared  forth  before  his  eyes!  His  predicament 
was  as  bad  as  it  had  been  before  he  met  her.  Dare 
he  defy  the  house  rules?  He  turned  his  steps  home- 
ward, back  to  the  orange  mansion,  opened  the  door 
stealthily  and  even  more  carefully  led  her  to  his 
room.  Once  there,  all  was  well.  His  roommate  was 
sound  asleep.  He  uncovered  the  bed.  She  jumped 
in!  What  was  he  to  do  next?  Ah!  He  knew  that  the 
Review  would  tell  him  all.  He  picked  up  that  great 
journal  founded  on  humanitarian  instincts.  There 
was  the  article,  right  on  page  two  where  he  had  left 
it  (its  circulation  hadn’t  jumped  as  yet.)  There  on 
page  two  under  the  heading  “EVERY  STUDENT 
SHOULD  KEEP  A PET,”  he  found  his  next  move. 
He  threw  on  his  bathrobe,  and  with  a determined 
glint  in  his  eye  he  sallied  forth  toward  the  kitchen. 
He  would  get  his  new  dog  a bone. 


I FORGOT  my  galoshes,  but  I’m  going  along 
in  the  rain . . . having  a good  time . . . smoking 
my  Chesterfields. 

Just  downright  good  cigarettes.  They’re 
milder  and  they  taste  better. 

Just  having  a good  time.  They  Satisfy. 

o 1932,  Liggett  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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LITTLE  JUNIOR  CRACKED  A GOOD  ONE 
FOR  YOUR  NEXT  LECTURE! 


LETTERS  THEY  NEVER  RECEIVED 

Dr.  Carothers: 

My  son,  James,  is  enrolled  in  the  Business  Ad- 
ministration at  Lehigh  University,  and  many  times 
he  has  told  me  about  what  a fine  fellow  and  a won- 
derful man  you  are.  However,  I heartily  disagree 
with  him.  I heard  the  lecture  you  delivered  to  the 
Rotary  Club  here  in  Shanksville  several  months  ago, 
and  I think  you  are  a lout-headed  lunatic,  a no-good 
bum,  and  full  of  wind  when  it  comes  to  knowing 
anything  about  which  you  were  talking. 

I took  you  advice,  stayed  out  of  the  market,  and 
watched  my  neighbor  clean  up  a half  a million  over 
night,  you  louse.  I am  having  James  transfer  to  Arts 
tomorrow. 

Indignantly  yours, 

— Mealey  Kutz. 

* * * 

Mex  Mikon, 

My  son  Joe,  himma  big  boy  wot  goes  to  Lehigh. 
1 worka  hard  alia  my  life,  sella  da  fruit,  sos  can  sent 
Joe  to  the  big  engineerim  school — Joe  learn  how  to 
work  inna  steel  bizness.  I com  uppa  to  see  Joe  las 
week.  Joe  no  there.  He  out  widda  wimmin — drinka 
beer — shoota  craps — play  the  football — spend  alia 
da  chung  and  not  haf  bought  one  book  yet.  Hey, 
wotta  kinda  faculty  you  got  there,  anyway?  Joe,  he 
say  noboy  tella  him — everybody  else  drinka  beer, 
so  he  drinka  beer  too.  Ha,  ha,  I hadda  drink  my- 
self. Itsa  not  bad. 

Goodbye, 

Petronius  Banano. 

— C.N.C. 


APUN  THIS  FACULTY 

Apun  whom  can  we  call  to  SHIELD  us  as  we  have 
NEVILLEbeen  shielded  before,  when  we  thought  we 
had  FORT  a good  fight  only  to  receive  a SIMMONS 
from  the  Dean.  We  COWIN  his  portals  to  see  a 
SMAIL  on  his  face  and  hear  the  tragic  words, 
“HUGHES  are  SINKINSON.— WIL,SON  you  have 
the  BILLINGER  hand.  Can  you  fill  the  order?  — 
or  — OKE,SON,  you’re  through.”  Comes  that  stan- 
dard thought.  “Well  why  CAROTHERS  have  been 
bounced  before  me.”  And  then  he  BECKERS  with 
you  a bit  and  you  believe  Saint  PETERSEN  an  an- 
gel to  LUCE  his  heart  strings — a DIEFENDER  FER 
you. 

EMERY  minded  of  my  ULLMAN  when  he  threat- 
ened to  *WAX  McCONN  for  worrying  him  through 
four  years  of  college.  He  temporarily  SEVERS  re- 
lations with  me,  hoping,  as  he  says,  that  I’ll  have  the 
GRACE  to  DRINKER  die,  for  his  well  is  nmning 
dry.  He  says, 

“If  IVAR  KNUTSON  you’d  get  your  girl  and 
CARTER  about  in  my  CAR,WILE  I walk  the 
RHOADS  supporting  you.  DE  GRAY  of  dawn  has 
seen  me  RICE  and  stand  before  the  mirror  WHIT- 
COMB in  hand  as  you  ANDRESS  for  bed.  PHY 
were  you  I’d  change  my  ways  e’re  LONG.  It’s  not 
WRIGHT  that  you  should  be  so  GREEDY.  DOAN 
take  all;  GIPSON.  You’re  riding  on  a GALE  that 
wrecks  HOLMES,  but, not  mine.  CURTIS  my  mood 
with  you.  And  your  friends,  LUCH  at  HALL  of 
them.  THOM  few  of  them  are  decent.  You  EWING 
try  to  FOX  me  by  saying  that  my  beer  keg  LEACH 
— down  your  throat — . How  long  do  you  think  I’m 
going  TOOHY  able  to  A.  FORD  your  nonsense  and 
BEAVER  I am  now?  TTie  only  thing  the  world 
hears  of  us  is  Van  ARNAM  gets  in  the  paper 
through  your  LARKIN  about.  People  who  feast 
their  LAMSON  it,  except  that  you  MIKE  try  and 
JIMMY  a bank  vault  next.  Look  at  your  mother. 
DOAN  you  think  she’s  not  PAYNE  for  your  fool- 
ishness. ANDERSON  still  goes  on.  You’re  a GREEN 
BRATT.  SCOTT  about  and  see  the  world  if  you 
must,  BARTLETT  me  tell  you  this;  when  you  leave 
home  for  a BUTTERFIELD  you  may  SEYFERT 
more  than  you  imagine. 

A KECK  in  the  teeth  will  do  that.  And  you’ll 
come  BECK  feeling  quite  TREMBLEY  and  very 
SMULL — a SADLER  and  wiser  person.  And,  since 
mine  ECKFELDT  stiff  a bit  ago,  SOTO  bed.  You’d 
better  CRUM  too,  having  first  resolved  on  SLOANE 
down  on  your  speed  and  trying  to  lead  a FULLER, 
MORE  decent  life.  — R.R.S.,  Jr. 
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SO,  YOU  WON’T  TALK,  EH? 


SOMETHING  FOR  THE  KIDDIES 
Station  SPOOK  — Announcer  Ishall  Choke 
Uncle  Bon  will  now  tell  his  bedtime  story  for 
the  Children 

Hello  Kiddies  and  Now  for  the  Story; 

A shot  rang  out,  it  was  a square  hit  into  the  damn 
mouldy  chest  of  one-eye.  The  gutter  rat  staggered  a 
while  and  then  suddenly  dropped  to  the  floor  like  a 
corpse.  Blood  gushed  from  his  head  like  water  over 
Niagara.  His  eyes  had  the  ghastly  stare  of  a dead- 
ly ghost.  Just  then  a woman’s  scream  could  be  heard, 
a clatter  of  feet  rushing  through  the  age  warped  cor- 
ridors. Owls  were  hooting,  while  bats  flew  hither  and 
thither  past  the  dim  candle  lights,  melting  in  the 
necks  of  whiskey  bottles.  Spiders  spun  their  webs 
into  doorways  and  window  sills,  giving  the  entire 
surroundings  a creepy  feeling.  Suddenly  1 spied 
blood  dripping  down  between  the  cracks  in  the  floor. 
A sound  of  heavy  footsteps  approached  from  be- 
hind me.  1 turned  but  it  was  too  late.  A horrible 
creature  with  sunken,  bloody  eyes  stared  at  me 


while  its  long,  hairy  arms  and  hands  clenched  my 
throat.  1 gasp  for  breath  but  the  heavy  monster  only 
pressed  harder.  On  his  back  he  carried  a big  black 
bag  filled  with  skulls  and  bones  of  his  other  victims. 
H is  heavy,  bloody  hands  suddenly  dropped  over 
my  shoulders  while  he  bit  into  my  neck. 

Well — Good  night  children.  1 shall  continue  to- 
morrow night.  Pleasant  dreams.  (I  guess  that  will 
put  the  damn  brats  to  sleep) 

— C.H.K. 


In  the  name  of  death  and  ghosts 
and  all. 

And  all  the  freaks  we  saw  this 
fall. 

We  dedicate  this  book  with  tears 
To  all  who  wasted  football  cheers. 

mm 

Roses  are  red,  violets  are  blue. 
You  ain’t  so  hot. 


i 
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Sportin’  Around 


THE  WATER  BOYS 

Peter  is  not  happy,  yes  sir  the  great  Pete  Mor- 
rissey is  very  unhappy.  Paid  him  a visit  the  other 
day  and  expected  to  find  him  smiling  and  beaming 
like  a two-year  old  about  his  swimming  prospects, 
and  found  instead  a disappointed  coach.  We  got  to 
talking  and  imagine  my  surprise  when  I found  that 
he  was  down  in  the  dumps  because  last  year’s  cap- 
tain and  lover,  Al.  Hoyt,  and  Lou  Brennescholtz,  the 
pie  man,  were  not  on  hand  to  play  with  the  mer- 
maids. This  did  not  appear  to  me  so  bad  but  Pete 
convinced  me  that  these  two  graduated  gentlemen 
were  extremely  valuable  men  to  have  on  a team,  es- 
pecially so  far  as  brains  are  concerned.  After  a 
lengthy  argument,  we  put  the  brain  matter  aside 
and  talked  about  the  water,  which  is  the  subject  of 
the  article. 

In  spite  of  the  above  mentioned  losses  the  swim- 
ming squad  looks  good.  The  only  trouble  with  the 
whole  matter  is  that  we  swim  the  Olympic  squad 
this  year  instead  of  our  usual  colleges.  Princeton  and 
Rutgers  are  world  beaters  in  this  water  game  and 
that  is  where  the  trouble  starts.  The  mermaids  are 
led  this  year  by  Walker  (no  relation  to  Jimmy).  He 
has  twice  won  the  Eastern  breast  stroke  title  and 
should  repeat.  Hvass,  a newcomer  will  probably 
be  his  mate. 

The  dash  events  will  have  the  biggest  gaps  to  fill 
but  with  Holler,  Fritz,  Bell,  Kennedy,  Ellison  and 
Young  Enscoe  on  hand  the  Olympians  will  have  to 
step.  Little  Robb  and  Larry  Danser  are  both  veterans 
of  the  backstroke  and  with  last  year’s  experience 
should  prove  an  asset.  The  distance  events  will  be 
taken  care  of  by  “Budget  ” Wisner.  The  diving  will 
be  more  than  taken  care  of  by  Carrol  Kring,  sopho- 
more star. 


BASKETEERING 

And  now  for  something  new,  namely  Bart  Bart- 
lett and  his  Basketeers.  And  what  shots  this  new 
leader  has  in  his  gang.  There  is  going  to  be  plenty 
of  shooting  and  lots  of  good  guarding  up  in  the  Tay- 
lor gym  war  field  this  year.  Westchester,  Ursinus, 
Lafayette  and  the  rest  of  the  gangs  will  come  and 
see  but  fail  to  conquer. 

Yes  siree,  not  only  is  there  quality  but  there  is 
also  quantity.  Only  three  sharpshooters  deserted  the 


ranks  last  year.  They  were  Bomhoff,  shy  but  sure, 
Al  Ware,  and  little  Best.  But  what  is  left?  Plenty, 
both  offensively  and  defensively. 

“Mush  ” Strausberg  is  captain  of  the  basketeers 
this  season.  Even  if  he  has  not  as  good  an  eye  as  Bill 
Bray,  he  can  really  take  it.  He  will  be  the  mainstay 
of  the  defense  while  Bray  will  do  the  shooting.  Gear- 
hart who  hails  from  Palmerton  where  the  girls  have 
not  taken  to  modern  dancing  yet,  will  also  be  on  the 
firing  line.  Long  Charley  Chambers  and  Cliff  Ruth 
are  the  other  veteran  basketeers  that  are  available 
for  this  year’s  fracases. 

Last  year’s  freshman  squad  who  had  a good  sea- 
son on  the  firing  line  last  season  is  practically  intact 
and  are  practicing  their  tactics  daily.  Eagle  Eye 
Henry  and  Pharo,  not  from  Egypt,  look  best  at  this 
time.  But  taking  everything  into  consideration,  in- 
cluding the  new  monarch,  Lehigh  should  have  an  ex- 
cellent court  season. 

WRASTLIN’ 

Boy  oh  boy  are  we  going  to  have  a sweet  wrastlin’ 
team  this  year?  Just  ask  Will  Sheridan  that  question 
and  see  what  he  says.  Scotchmen  are  not  supposed 
to  give  much  but  here  is  an  exception.  When  you 
ask  him  about  this  year’s  prospects,  he  begins  by 
giving  you  a great  big  smile.  And  then  he  pours 
forth  a strong  sentence  when  he  says  that  Lehigh  is 
going  to  have  one  of  the  best  teams  that  it  has  ever 
had.  Do  we  like  to  hear  these  things?  Just  ask  us. 
And  do  we  like  our  Billy?  Ask  us  again.  Yes  sir, 
only  two  men  are  missing  from  last  year’s  cham- 
pionship team.  Frank  Shaw,  Eastern  Intercollegiate 
I 35-lb.  champion  and  Meyer  Shanker,  finalist  in  the 
1 7 5 -lb.  division  got  their  diploma  and  left  us.  But 
look  what  remains. 

Ben  Bishop  who  was  runner-up  in  the  Olympic 
tryouts  last  summer  heads  the  155-lb.  candidates. 
And  there  is  no  reason  why  he  should  not  repeat  his 
championship  form  of  last  season  when  he  won  the 
Eastern  145-lb.  title.  Bob  Dalling  is  the  other  title 
holder  to  return.  He  and  Dr.  “Silver  King  ” Caroth- 
ers  could  not  come  to  a satisfactory  agreement  last 
June  so  the  former  won’t  wrestle  until  after  the  mid- 
year examinations.  But  watch  him  steam  then. 

Little  Milo  Meixell  and  Engleman  are  the  babies 
again  this  year  who  will  fight  it  out  for  the  1 1 5-lb. 

(Page  24,  Please!) 
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BE  SERIOUS  WEEK 

The  various  deans,  professors,  instructors,  assis- 
tants and  janitors  of  Lehigh  believe  there  has  been 
too  much  levity  and  fooling  around  this  semester, 
causing  valentines  and  unhappiness;  therefore,  they 
are  going  to  set  aside  the  week  of  January  8th,  as 
“Be  Serious  Week,”  in  which  week  there  will  be  no 
levity  and  fooling  around.  The  slogan  will  be: 
“Keep  Scowling,”  and  will  be  followed  out  to  the 
letter,  except  in  the  case  of  Dean  Curtis  who  will 
be  allowed  to  smile  privately  every  other  day  when 
he  sees  a student’s  cut  temperature  rise.  Any  student 
who  violates  the  rules  of  Be  Serious  Week  will  im- 
mediately be  put  on  Be  Serious  Pro.  (Are  yuh 
scowlin’  ? ) and  will  not  be  admitted  to  classes  ex- 
cept in  Math,  which  will  keep  him  serious 
enough  if  he  has  the  right  attitude.  During  Be  Ser- 
ious Week  professors  will  refrain  from  keeping  their 
classes  in  an  uproar  by  their  witty  remarks,  when- 
ever possible.  Mike  and  Jimmie  (office  gymnasium) 
will  coach  students  for  Be  Serious  Week  and  any 
student  taking  their  course  is  guaranteed  to  make 
a good  showing.  Instead  of  saying  hello,  freshmen 
will  merely  snarl  at  upper  classmen.  The  upper  class- 
men  will  return  the  snarl  with  a sneer  and  anything 
else  they  see  fit.  All  professors  are  urged  to  spring 
surprise  quizzes  on  their  students  which  will  tend  to 
keep  them  in  the  correct  frame  of  mind.  Lets  make 
this  a jolly  Be  Serious  Week.  Keep  your  chin  up  and 
the  corners  of  your  mouth  down.  Eat  cerial  and  be 
serious.  It’s  crazy  to  be  lazy.  Happy  BE  SERIOUS 
WEEK  to  You. 

The  man  who’s  worthwhile 

Ain’t  the  man  who  can  smile 

But  the  man  who  can  scowl  for  a week. 

— C.R.B. 

nm 

Mademoiselle:  What  do  you 

mean  by  having  no  dough! 

Doughboy:  It’s  all  in  the  name, 
sister  I 


PROF : The  next  lesson  will  be  taken  from  a new 
book,  THE  CALCULUS.  Although  it  is  not 
a part  of  your  Analytic  Geometry,  you  may 
buy  this  book  now,  because  you  will  have  to 
buy  it  for  next  semester’s  work  anyway. 

PROFIT : That’s  the  fourth  time  I’ve  heard  that 
statement.  These  Analyt  profs  sure  are  opti- 
mistic. 


At  first  the  frosh  didn’t  get  it, 
but  he  got  it  in  the  end! 


SNOW 

It  seemed  that  one  of  these  trans-Atlantic  flyers, 
straying  from  his  route  was  forced  to  come  down  in 
the  barren  Arctic,  land  of  snow,  eternal  snow.  Be- 
ing a very  cleanly  soul  and  disregarding  his  embar- 
rassing predicament,  he  felt  the  urge  for  a bath  com- 
ing upon  hjm.  Although  all  the  water  was  frozen,  he 
broke  a hole  in  the  ice  and  dived  joyfully  in.  When 
he  came  up  he  was  startled,  but  not  scared,  to  see  a 
polar  bear  lying  on  his  back  and  laughing  with  great 
gusto.  Our  hero,  however,  was  brave  and  continued 
his  bathing.  At  last  he  could  no  longer  keep  down 
his  curiosity. 

“What  is  the  cause  of  your  great  glee,  Mr.  Polar 
Bear,”  he  asked. 

The  polar  bear  began  to  laugh  all  the  harder,  but 
between  the  outbursts  of  his  glee,  he  managed  to 
murmur,  “Ho,  ho,  no  soap.  ” 

— H.A.M. 
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"Very  Small,  Very  Early,  and  Very  Select” 

By  C.  Brooks  Peters 


The  gathering  was  representative  of  the  finest 
which  a wealthy  metropolis  affords.  Scions  of  the 
most  aristocratic  families  in  the  city,  with  social  her- 
itages antedating  the  Revolution,  certainly  the  Civ- 
il War,  were  there  assembled  and  still  arriving.  The 
occasion  was  the  afternoon  reception  of  Amanda, 
daughter  to  generations  of  Van  Twitters,  first  lady  of 
New  York.  The  event,  widely  noticed  in  the  press, 
despite  the  charming,  if  naive,  hostess’  efforts  at 
suppression,  climaxed  a season  which  the  ravages  of 
a depression-motivated  famine  had  not  dulled.  A 
butler  assisted  by  a score  of  footmen,  whose  liveries 
were  a credit  to  their  costumer  and  whose  ease  of 
bearing  demonstrated  a thorough  grounding  in  the 
maxims  of  Emily  Post,  was  striving  with  Titanic  dil- 
igence to  combat  the  incessant  attack  levied  upon 
the  “petit-fours  ” and  punch,  to  which  their  mistress, 
in  her  socially  secure  position,  jokingly  attributed 
the  phenomenal  success  of  her  salons. 

The  guests,  several  of  whom  were  listening  with 
patronizing  diffidence  to  a concert  of  Chamber  Mu- 
sic in  an  adjoining  room,  while  still  others  were  test- 
ing the  efficacy  of  Parker  Brothers  most  recent  and 
sensational  diversions  for  bored  aesthetes,  were  all 
seemingly  amused,  happy  and  unconcerned.  Their 
visible  emotional  unconcern  was  more  feigned  than 
actual;  years  of  training  in  the  social  machine  had 
taught  them  the  diplomatic  and  social  necessity  of 
never  betraying  by  overt  action  any  pangs  which 
they  felt.  They  were  good  students  and  played  their 
parts  well.  But  the  strained  atmosphere  within  the 
Van  Twitter  mansion  would  have  betrayed,  to  any 
person  who  had  not  constantly  been  at  enmity  with 
the  gregarious  instinct,  that  the  air  was  charged 
with  an  anticipatory  mixture  of  explosives,  which 
only  ignition  could  purge.  Even  the  beautiful  hos- 
tess, gowned  in  white  Brussel’s  lace,  sensed  it  as  she 
abandoned  the  receiving  line  for  the  more  palatable 
pleasure  of  punch  and  “petit-fours.  ” Not  yet  ob- 
sessed with  the  prospect  of  senile  obesity,  she  anti- 
cipated a feast  upon  round,  raisin-centered  cinna- 
mon cookies,  which  the  Shattucks,  for  advertising, 
had  named  after  her;  she  had,  of  course,  received 
the  usual  perquisites  from  them  for  allowing  the  vul- 
garization of  her  name  and  the  popularization  of 
their  cookies,  but  she  no  longer  remembered  to  what 
purpose  she  had  devoted  the  monetary  fruits  of 


these  Amanda  Cookies.  Then  too,  at  the  moment 
her  sensual  propensity  towards  cookies  was  some- 
what lessened  by  anxiety.  Even  the  punch,  which 
popular  opinion  had  made  her  substitute  for  tea,  de- 
spite established  and  long  precedented  custom, 
failed  to  stimulate  her  anxious  spirits.  Ah,  the  hor- 
ror of  it  all!  How  could  he  have  done  it?  Emotion- 
ality clouded  her  logical,  if  yet  unmethodical,  mind. 
She  felt  extremely  childish  as  she  relived  the  har- 
rowing experience  in  retrospect.  Phantasmagorically 
she  recalled  the  scene.  She  had  been  in  the  park. 
Central  Park,  with  several  friends  when  he  had  sud- 
denly come  upon  her.  Abashed  by  the  unexpected 
meeting  with  a bevy  of  ladies,  he  had  blushed,  stam- 
mered something  incoherent  and  then  turned  to  go. 
Someone  made  a remark,  which  his  eager  ears  had 
caught,  held  and  motivated  to  immediate  action. 
That  the  rudity  had  been  hers  she  realized,  no  long- 
er, however,  with  the  pride  which  had  been  momen- 
tarily hers  at  its  utterance.  Still,  her  remark  had  not 
justified  his  most  indecorous  action  when,  in  a surge 
of  unpremediated  passion,  he  broke,  with  never-to- 
be-forgotten  violence,  that  which  she  had  held  most 
dear  from  her  earliest  childhood  recollections. 

Her  heart,  cognizant  of  the  violent  atmospheric 
explosion  which  had  rent  the  drawing  room,  began 
beating  with  a seemingly  objective  rapidity.  There 
was  a terse,  trenchant  silence.  The  well-formed, 
Finchley  groomed  spectre  of  a male,  obviously  ner- 
vous, was  descending  the  several  marble  steps  serv- 
ing as  a door  to  the  drawing  room.  A footman,  with 
the  gravity  of  an  admirable  Crichton,  made  the  an- 
nouncement that  Reginald  deWitt  Sanderbilt  had  ar- 
rived. 

Suddenly  as  the  room  had  become  quiet  it  re- 
sumed its  echoing  of  voices,  now  tinged  with  ob- 
vious excitement.  “What  a cad,  this  chap  Reginald,” 
said  one.  “Atrocious  conduct  for  a Sanderbilt,  ” 
said  another.  ” Society  is  certainly  reflecting  the  mor- 
al decay  of  the  generation  in  this  Sanderbilt,  ” ut- 
tered a third.  Yet  all,  in  unanimity,  were  agreed  that 
for  daring,  the  conduct  of  Sanderbilt  put  Lady  Go- 
diva  to  shame.  To  have  the  nerve,  the  conceit,  the 
daring  to  attend  an  “at  home”  of  a lady  whose 
pride  he  had  so  unceremoniously  offended — it  was 
monstrous. 


(Page  2 7,  Please!) 
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WHAT  THE  WELL  DRESSED  COW  WILL  WEAR 

In  this  year  of  depression,  the  fashions  for  cows 
have  changed  considerably.  The  modern  bovine 
finds  herself  less  ornately  bedecked  than  ever  be- 
fore. This  is  due,  in  part,  to  the  bulls  on  the  New 
York  Stock  Exchange.  They  have  made  martyrs  of 
the  poor  oppressed  cow,  who  has  taken  it  like  a cow 
— I mean  a man. 

For  the  hair,  the  tendency  is  toward  the  Garbo 
bob.  The  forelock  hangs  over  the  eyes,  which  should 
always  be  done  by  Lizzie  Ardent,  and  flares  back 
of  the  ears  like  a wave  breaking  on  the  rockbound 
coast.  Cerise  tint  is  being  worn  on  the  hoof  by  Jer- 
sey cows,  but  the  common,  garden  variety  favor 
the  maroon  tinge;  it  gives  them  that  certain  some- 
thing which  “Her  Hero”  can’t  resist.  Helena  Rubin- 
stein has  done  some  marvelous  face  lifting,  but,  after 
careful  study,  it  was  found  that  this  affected  the 
quality  of  the  cream  cheese — Moral  to  good,  hard- 
working cows:  Don’t  have  your  face  lifted. 

For  morning  wear  we  see  more  and  more  black 
creations.  They  are  just  long  enough  to  cover  the 
udder  (banned  by  Pennsylvania  Board  of  Censors). 
Five-spigot  cows  find  it  difficult  to  have  their  dresses 
made  the  right  length,  but  four-spigot  cows  have  no 
trouble  at  all.  The  tail  is  being  tied  in  a Lover’s  Knot 
this  year,  whereas  last  year  it  was  tied  in  a Hang- 
man’s Noose.  Cuds  are  being  chewed  for  five  hours 
this  Fall,  due  to  the  change  from  Daylight  Saving 
to  Standard  Time.  Finchly  is  offering  wintergreen, 
peppermint,  and  clove  cuds  at  a special  sale — this 
week  only.  Get  yours  while  they  last.  Only  one  to  a 
customer.  None  returned  after  being  used. 

— F.B.M.,  Jr. 


rm 

THAT  SOUTHERN  SPIRIT 

It  once  happened  down  South  that  an  aged  store- 
keeper in  an  out-of-the-way  hamlet  was  playing  a 
serious  game  of  checkers  with  one  of  his  old  cronies, 
when  they  were  interrupted  by  the  arrival  of  a pros- 
pective customer.  The  old  shopkeeper  remained 
fast  to  his  seat. 

After  about  five  minutes  his  pal  said,  “George, 
there  is  a customer  out  in  front.  ” 

George,  without  interrupting  his  train  of  thought 
concerning  the  next  move,  replied, 

“Shush!  he  might  leave.” 

— H.A.M. 


m 

The  first — 1 bet  that  you  can’t 
tell  me  the  name  of  those  two 
people  who  always  sit  on  the  very, 
very  top  of  a Fifth  Avenue  Bus, 
on  the  left  over  the  driver,  with 
their  heads  over  the  side  and  their 
hair  in  the  wind. 

The  second — 1 am  afraid  that 
1 can’t. 


The  first — Passengers. 
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UEATA  LUNCH 

OPEN  DAY  and  NIGHT 

406  South  New  Street 
Bethlehem 
(South  Side) 


THE  TALE  OF  DAN  McQUAY 

Now  that  you’ve  all  had  your  tarn 
It’s  up  to  me  to  spin  a yarn. 

’Twas  in  the  little  prairie  town  of  Port, 
Where  gathered  men  of  toughest  sort. 
There  were  guns,  new  and  slick. 

There  were  guns  with  many  a nick. 
Then,  as  in  days  of  old. 

Came  forth  two  leaders  bold. 

They  said  this. 

They  said  that. 

Then  wheeled  about  and  cried 
“Get  your  guns  and  choose  a side,  ” 

But  e’er  they’d  had  their  say, 

Guns  told  the  starting  of  the  fray. 


BIG  SCOOP!  THE  BIGGER  AND  BETTER 
REVIEW’S  OUT— THANKS  TO  THE  FACULTY! 


Windows  crashed. 

Guns  flashed. 

Old  men  fought  as  in  days  of  yore. 

Youngsters  fought  as  ne’er  before. 

The  air  was  filled  with  flying  steel. 

Guns  blared  forth  their  deafening  peal. 

When  the  sounds  of  strife  had  fled, 

T’was  found  that  all  but  one  was  dead. 

His  name,  we  found,  was  Dan  McQuay. 

This  left  him  ruler  of  the  day. 

But  he  was  in  a sorry  plight. 

And  passed  away  that  very  night. 

And  all  that  did  remain  that  day 
Was  that  tale  of  bloody  Dan  McQuay. 

Now  I’ve  had  my  tarn;  partner  spin  your  yarn! 

— C.A.M. 

m 

If  you  can  be  yellow,  see  red,  smell  lavender,  and 
feel  blue;  then  why  can’t  you  taste  green? 

vocalBURRie 

WET  CRACK — An  opening  between  two  wet 
boards. 

STINKIN’ — Slang  contraction  common  among 
Brooklynites.  As:  I stinkin  mebbe  I better  do  it 
meself. 

DRYDOCK — A member  of  the  medical  profession 
who  favors  prohibition. 

FARM — A quality  necessary  in  good  football. 

Quote  A.  A.  Tate. 

WRESTLE — (Dur  own  Editor,  Jim. 

HOD — The  way  to  tackle.  Also  quote  A.  A.  Tate. 

— R.  R.  S. 
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DEDUCTIO  AD  ABSURDUM 

Fraternity  men  are  gentlemen. 

Psi  U’s  are  fraternity  men. 
Therefore:  Psi  U’s  are  gentlemen. 


First  Phi  Delt:  Rumor  hath  it  that  your  house- 
party  date  was  platonically  interesting. 

Second  Phi  Delt:  Yes,  you  know,  Plato  and  wife. 


The  only  knowledge  a college  man  retains  is  that 
famous  law  of  physics, — The  more  heat,  the  less 
resistance. 


Zoology  prof — I now  find  myself  in  the  position 
to  commune  with  the  animals. 

Stude — Well,  maybe  the  next  time  you  see  a 
skunk  you’ll  ask  him  what’nell  the  big  idea  is. 


LITTLE  GIRLS  SHOULD  BE  OBSCENE 
BUT  NOT' HEARD. 


MY  SONG  OF  HATE 
By  a Victim  of  Expert  Chiseling 

Now  I don’t  mind  my  chiselin’  roomies 

Who  use  up  all  my  dough 

Who  chisel  my  fags 

And  wear  my  rags 

And  ’’borrow”  the  price  of  a show. 

1 can  still  forgive  the  fraters 
Who  borrow  my  iron  horse 
Then  use  up  the  gas 
Or  get  in  a crash 
1 pardon  their  actions,  of  course. 

But  there’s  ONE  bird  1 never  CAN  forgive 

Or  never  can  forget 

He’s  the  buzzard  who  rates 

With  my  steady  dates 

And  leaves  me  out  in  the  wet. 


MAKING  UP  A PSYCHOLOGY  EXAM 


— J.E.T. 
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(Continued  from  Page  18) 
class.  The  former  showed  plenty  of  hot-cha  cha  last 
year  and  ought  to  go  well. 

If  Captain  Pete  Peck  manages  to  stay  on  his  feet 
this  season,  he  should  repeat  his  victory  in  the  Eas- 
tern Intercollegiates  scored  two  years  ago  when  he 
defeated  Don  Hooker.  Do  you  remember?  Peck 
was  ill  the  latter  part  of  last  season  and  could  not 
compete  in  the  title  matches  at  Syracuse. 

Beidler,  our  boy  John,  is  the  other  veteran  to  re- 
port. He  must  have  lost  weight  this  summer  as  he 
has  dropped  to  the  145-lb.  class.  He  must  have  giv- 
en Bishop  some  of  his  excess  avoirdupois  as  they 
changed  places. 

The  candidates  for  the  heavier  weights  are  sparse 
as  far  as  quantity  is  concerned.  Paul  Short,  Bob 
Frishmuth  and  big  Gus  Kremer  are  battling  it  out 
for  the  1 75-lb.  title.  In  the  heavyweight  division, 
only  two  men  are  working.  They  are  Tiny  Wolcott 
and  Ackerson,  a last  year’s  freshman.  Hirshberg  is 
practically  certain  not  to  wrestle  this  season. 

Case  and  Taylor  are  the  leading  candidates  for 
the  place  vacated  by  Frank  Shaw.  Laschober  will 
probably  hold  down  Bob  Dalling's  position  until  he 
and  the  “Silver  King  ” thrash  things  out. 

Do  you  want  to  get  a thrill?  Just  look  at  a few 
of  our  opponents  for  this  year.  There  is  nothing  like 
opening  with  a “set-up  ” as  Harvard  comes  down 
here.  But  you  ain’t  seen  nothing  yet.  Read  and 
freeze.  Syracuse,  Yale,  Cornell,  Princeton,  Navy. 
What  a football  schedule  that  would  make.  Oh  well 
we  can’t  be  good  in  everything. 


Engineer:  What  is  the  matter  with  you  this  morn- 
ing? 

Arts  Man:  Electra,  Electra. 


E.  P.  WILBUR  TRUST  CO. 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 
Bethlehem,  Pa. 

OFFICERS 

FREDERICK  HEIM  President 

E.  F.  EBERTS  Vice  President 

C.  H.  GREEN Vice  President 

DUDLEY  C.  RYMAN Secretary  and  Treasurer 

C.  A.  BRAMWELL,  Jr. Ass’t  Sec.  Treas. 

E.  D.  MILL Title  Officer 

W.  J.  TOOHEY  Trust  Officer 

W.  H.  FELKER  Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

B.  C.  HOFFNER  Ass’t  Trust  Officer 

HERBERT  J.  HARTZOG Counsel 

Open  Saturday  Evenings,  6:30  to  8:30 


WALBERT  & BURLINGAME 

PLUMBING 

STEAM  and  HOT  WATER  HEATING 
805  BROADWAY  Phone  914 


THE  NAiiLE  IW 


•NE  HINMEt  ten  EASTSKWI  JIIEEr 


THAT’S  HIS  STORY 

My  girl  was  very  sweet  and  coy. 

As  she  looked  at  me  and  said; 

“The  night  air  is  very  chilly, 

I ve  nowhere  to  lay  my  head.  ” 

I gave  her  just  one  startled  look 
And  then  in  haste  I said, 

”111  take  you  home  if  that’s  the  case 
So  you  can  go  to  bed.  ” 
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Sanders-Reinhardt 

Co..Inc. 

Photo  - Engravers 


T'HOUGm;  SKILL  AND 
^ CRAFTSMANSHIP  OF 
A HIGH  ORDER  ARE  DE- 
VOTED TO  THE  MAKINO 
OF  OUR  PRINTING  PLATES 


in  J^indort  Street 
jiefT  ^one~  2^593 


^IvIyENTOWN,  PE^N  A. 


Bethlehem  Electric  Construction  & Supply  Co. 

“General  Electric  Home  Appliances” 
ELECTRIC  SUPPLIES 

Fixtures,  Repairs,  Clocks,  Desk  Lamps,  G.  E.  Refrigerators 
RANGES  — RADIOS 

74  West  Broad  Street,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 
Telephone  1631 


ARBOGAST  and  BASTIAN 

MEATS  and  PROVISIONS 

U.  S.  Government  Inspection 
ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


HUNTING  SEASON 

Now  is  the  time  for  big  shots 

Who  shoot  to  kill  at  the  sight  of  spots 

Red  caps,  big  boots  and  heavy  underwear 

Big  guns,  little  dogs  out  to  give  the  birds  a scare. 


A TIP! 


Bethlehem’s  best-dressed 


Whang  Bang!  Where  once  was  a rabbit  is  now  only 
a Hare 

Whatever  is  left  is  sure  to  be  rare 

But  this  doesn’t  matter  as  long  as  he’s  hit 

If  the  ants  don’t  get  him  he’ll  spray  him  with  Flit. 


Home  comes  the  bacon  he  sought  all  day 
A hole  riddled  rabbit  just  covered  with  clay 
A preasant  or  two  he  chased  for  miles 
Whose  feathers  in  hats  keep  up  with  the  styles. 


What  else  did  he  catch  for  being  so  bold 
Some  poison  ivy  and  a peach  of  a cold 
Great  sport  hunting  to  be  sure 
Ivory  soap,  99  one  half  % pure.  Whoops! 
(dammit  what  a vocabulary) 


families — and  LEHIGH’S 
“best-dressers  ” send  their 
“wash  ” to 


THE 

ALLEN 

LAUNDRY 


Phone  6125 


— C.  H.  K. 
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ORPHEUM 
DANCE  PALACE 


1553  Broadway 
(Cor.  46th  St.) 
LAckawanna  4-8554 


BEAUTIFUL  GIRLS 


New  York’s 
Most  Fashionable 
Ball  Room 
where  the  ‘400’  meet 
and  dance  nightly 

SNAPPY  MUSIC 


Popular  College  Contest  Every 
FRIDAY  NIGHT 


The  Place  to  SEE  and  to  be  SEEN 
Private  Lessons  All  Afternoon 


KISMET 

(or,  Lines  Written  In  Zoology  Class  at  Cedar  Crest!) 
Brontosaurus  and  a chorus 
Of  our  Prehistoric  beasts, 

Ate  up  big  trees,  date  and  fig  trees. 

At  their  Prehistoric  feasts. 

The  first  mammal  was  a camel 
That  they  ever  chanced  to  see. 

First  he  awed  them,  then  he  bored  them. 

When  they  took  him  home  to  tea. 

They  were  eating,  time  was  fleeting. 

The  food  supply  was  getting  low; 

Plans  they  lacked  til  Pteradactyl 
Hinted,  he’d  taste  good,  you  know. 

They  all  conferred,  but  not  a word 
To  Camel,  of  their  beastly  scheme. 

Intuition,  the  condition. 

He  was  in  began  to  gleam. 

Camel  straightaway  to  the  gate-way. 

Ran  as  fast  as  he  could  go. 

They  chased  in  vain,  but  did  not  gain. 

For  brains,  (and  feet),  worked  far  too  slow. 


All  hope  was  gone,  for  Trachodon, 
Triceratops,  and  all  the  rest. 

And  though  they  pined,  they  now  declined. 
For  they  felt  hurt,  they’d  failed  the  test. 

Though  no  one  knows  or  can  compose, 

A reason  for  their  fast  decay; 

I’VE  tried  to  tell,  just  WHY  they  fell, 

Twas  Fate  that  sent  them  on  their  way. 

Make  this  oral,  it’s  a moral. 

Don’t  let  pride  overpower  you. 

And  while  you’re  here,  be  of  good  cheer. 
Years  on  this  earth  are  very  few. 


Did  you  ever  smoke  a twofora? 
A twofora? 

Yea,  a two  for  a nickle. 


Our  sympathy  for  the  timid  professor’s  daugh- 
ter, who  complained  that  nothing  had  happened  in 
her  family  for  three  generations,  after  her  father 
had  told  her  everything. 
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“VERY  SMALL,  VERY  EARLY,  AND 
VERY  SELECT” 

(Continued  from  Page  20) 

Reginald,  fully  aware  of  the  awkwardness  of  his 
position,  a little  pale  and  very  much  lacking  his 
usual  "savoir-faire,”  strode  across  the  room  to 
where  his  hostess,  his  life  yet  his  enemy,  was  ner- 
vously munching  a cinnamon  cooky. 

“Amanda,”  he  began,  but  was  quickly  checked 
by  the  ominous  twinkle  in  her  eyes.  He  would  not 
have  called  it  such  of  volition,  but  since  her  eyes 
lacked  their  usual  gleam  of  welcome  at  his  arrival, 
he  assumed  they  must  now  harbor  a twinkle.  This 
reasoning  is  somewhat  befuddled,  but  so  too  was 
his  mind. 

“I  am  sorry,  my  dear,  and  I most  sincerely  apol- 
ogize,” he  blurted  out,”  I did  not  realize  what  I 
was  doing.  It  was  in  a moment  of  rage,  of  white 
heat.  Had  I but  realized — I can’t  go  on;  I am  sorry, 
dreadfully  sorry;  please  forgive  me.” 

There  were  tears  in  Amanda’s  eyes  as  she  thought 
of  her  broken  ideal,  which  would  remain  for  her  al- 
ways in  memory  in  its  original  state,  as  it  had  been 
before  the  climatic  episode  in  her  relations  with  this 
man.  She  realized  that  a retort,  however  ingracious, 
was,  by  propriety,  demanded  of  her.  Without  re- 
alizing the  seriousness  and  inclusive  scope  of  her  re- 
ply, she  exclaimed : 

“Reginald,  I forgive  you.  Only,  I shall  never  re- 
cover what  I lost  upon  that  day,  that  tragically 
eventful  day.  ” 

He,  delighted  that  his  apology  had  been  so  un- 
expectedly accepted,  fondly  grasped  the  hand  of 
his  benefactress  and  rained  grateful  kisses  upon  its 
well  manicured  finger  tips.  The  guests,  momentarily 
forgetting  their  station  in  life,  their  scholastic  train- 
ing, in  fact  momentarily  freed  from  all  their  socially 
imposed  inhibitions,  burst  into  cheers.  Cries  of 
“Bravo  ”;  “Good  man,  Sanderbilt  ” ; and  some  ap- 
plause sonorously  resounded  through  the  room. 
Reginald,  his  embrace  of  Amanda’s  fingers  con- 
cluded, assured  her  that  the  season  in  Florida  would 
do  much  toward  rebuilding  her  ideals  and  stabiliz- 
ing her  nerves.  Gaity  and  contentment  dominated 
the  gathering.  Witticisms  replaced  the  pre-reconcili- 
ation whispers;  joviality,  punch  and  “petit-fours” 
held  sway. 

A woman  of  dowager  proportions,  attracted  to 
the  room  by  the  shouts  of  joy  attendent  upon  the 
accepted  apology,  stood  at  the  top  of  the  several 
steps,  understandingly,  if  benignly,  surveying.  Then 
for  five  minutes  she  disappeared;  but,  as  the  clock 
struck  the  hour  six,  she  returned  and  peremptorilly 


clapped  her  hands.  Silence  was  immediate.  Her 
message  was  short,  but  pertinent  to  the  lives  of  the 
many  Van  Twitter  guests. 

“My  dears,  it  is  six  o’clock.  Your  governesses 
have  already  been  awaiting  you  half  an  hour;  so  I 
think  you  will  all  have  to  go  home.  ” 

The  slight  murmur  of  disapproval  which  greeted 
this  imperative  speech  was  quickly  checked,  the 
guests  realizing  again  their  learned  behavior.  Reg- 
inald, made  confident  by  his  erstwhile  success,  made 
Amanda’s  mother  his  confidant: 

“Mrs.  Van  Twitter,  mother  has  succeeded  in  buy- 
ing Amanda  a new  doll,  identical  with  hers  which  I 
broke  in  the  park  last  week.  I am  very  sorry  for  my 
most  unsanderbilt  conduct;  I hope  you  believe  we 
are  all  really  gentlemen,  we  Sanderbilts.  I gave  the 
doll  to  her  governess — please  don’t  tell  Amanda  un- 
til I have  gone.  ” 

Mrs.  Van  Twitter  had  an  approving  smile  upon 
her  lips  as  she  replied: 

“You  are  a very  dear,  sweet  boy  Reginald.  Your 
mother  was  afraid  you  would  be  your  usual  stub- 
born self  and  not  apologize,  but  you  did  nobly.  Run 
along  home  now;  but,  Reginald  dear,  get  Mademoi- 
selle to  bring  you  over  to  our  place  when  you  get 
to  Florida.  Amanda  loathes  playing  alone  all  the 
time — Good  bye. 
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HANGOVER 

I opened  the  door 
And  I heard  a roar 
And  my  eyes  ’most  popped  with 
awe 

I took  a look 

And  with  fear  I shook 

For  this  is  what  1 saw: 

A tiger  red 
With  a crocodile  head 
Growled  and  waved  his  paw 
Then  out  of  the  sink 
Came  an  elephant,  pink 
And  he  wore  a look  of  pain 
For  a lavender  skunk 
Came  out  of  his  trunk 
And  scurried  down  the  drain. 

So  in  fright  I tore 

For  the  parlor  door 

And  I damn  near  died  with  fear 

Cause  a coupla  purple  monkeys 

Were  chinning  the  chandelier 

And  I looked  at  the  grand  piano 

And  ’most  caved  in  at  the  knees 

Ten  green  cats 

With  stovepipe  hats 

Ran  up  and  down  the  keys. 

So  I went  to  my  bed 

To  cover  my  head 

What  I saw  there  was  a sin 

In  a tangled  mess 

From  the  old  clothes  press 

Came  snakes,  both  fat  and  thin 

“Whassa  matter,  Ed,  ” 

My  roommate  said 

And  I shook  my  head  with  a grin 

All  this  darn  fright 

Is  b’cause  I’m  tight 

Cripes,  that  was  awful  gin. 


EGYPTIAN  BEAUTY  WITH  A POT! 
(TSK,  TSK!) 


THE 

PEANUT 

VENDOR 


FOR  SCIENTIFIC 

DRY  CLEANING 

Coal  Comnanv 

ANTH  R AC  ITE 

— see — 

Guaranteed  Good,  Clean, 

JAMES  A.  HART 

Screened  Coal 

The  Lehigh  Valley’s  Professional 

Main  Office: 

Graham  Court  and  Vine  Street 
Phone  4714 

Cleaner  for  Nearly  a Quarter  of  a 
Century 

Downtown  Office: 

521  East  Third  Street 
Phone  1813 

PHONE  4247 

D 


YOWSAH! 


IT’S  WHATEVER  YOU  THINK,  BUT  IT’S  NOT 
TOO  LATE  TO  SEND  ME  YOUR  $1.50  FOR  THIS 
AND  THE  REMAINING  ISSUES  OF  THE  BURR. 

PALS,  IT’S  JUST  A GREAT  PROPOSITION,  IT’S 
A HUMDINGER  AND  THAT  SORT  OF  STUFF  — SO 
DON’T  MUFF  IT.  JUST  GRAB  YOUR  PEN  OR  PEN- 
CIL AND  SEND  IN  YOUR  NAME  TO— 

HENRY  A.  VOSS,  CIRC.  MGR. 
SIGMA  NU, 

BETHLEHEM,  PENNA. 


Dear  Henry: 

Find  enclosed  $ for  which  please 

send  the  remaining  issues  of  the  Burr  to 


NOW,  AS  ARROW  SETS  THE  STYLE  ★ 


This  dashing  equestrian  was  inucli  in  evidence  at  the  more 
fashionable  horse  shows  of  1911.  To  the  hard-riding  set 
of  today,  his  costume  ma}'  appear  just  a trifle  noisy— his 
collar  just  a hit  too  formal.  But  then  he  was  the  very 
"glass  of  fashion  and  mould  of  form” — as  evidenced  by 
the  admiration  of  the  Girl  Friend.  For  then — as  now — 
the  style  was  set  by  Arrow. 


The  well-dressed  young  man  of  1932  wears  the  Arrow 
Gordon.  An  oxford  shirt  with  a collar  into  whose  fit 
have  gone  all  the  secrets  Arrow  has  learned  in  tailoring 
over  four  billion  collars.  In  white  with  either  a plain 
collar  or  the  button-down  collar  shown  here,  the  Gordon 
is  $1.95.  Its  companion  is  the  Trump.  Of  specially 
woven  broadcloth,  in  white,  stripes  and  plain  colors,  $1.95. 


Arrow  Shirts  are  shrunk  by  Arrow’s  own  Sanforizing  Process 
— the  only  process  of  its  kind  — a process  that  guarantees 
permanent  fit  no  matter  how  many  times  the  shirt  is  laun- 
dered or  you  get  your  money  hack. 

Whether  your  arms  are  long  or  short,  you  can  get  your 
correct  sleeve  lengths  in  an  Arrow  Shirt,  and  they  stay  correct 
forever.  For  Arrow  is  known  for  its  meticulous  fit — from  the 


cuffs  to  the  collar.  An  Arrow  collar  is  the  best-fitting,  smartest- 
looking  collar  that  ever  graced  a shirt.  And  it’s  the  collar,  you 
know,  that  makes  or  mars  the  style  of  a shirt — the  part  of  a 
shirt  that  the  world  sees.  Only  Arrow  Shirts  have  Arrow 
Collars,  \\flien  you’re  buying  shirts,  look  for  the  Arrow  label. 
Remember,  if  it  hasn’t  an  Arrow  label,  it  isn’t  an  Arrow  Shirt. 

©1932.  CL  UETT,  PEABODY  i CO.,  INC.,  TROY,  N.Y. 


ARROIV  SHIRTS 


SANFORIZED 

SHRUNK 


§^uura/nt£ed  to  fit  PERMANENTLY  or  mcme/^  boAi 


